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Not too long ago, 
the king of swingers 
himself, La Sinatra, 
made a jazzy ditty out 
of a typical party 
situation: Have You 
Met Miss Jones? Well, 
quite frankly, we just 


chick by the 
appellation of Miss 
Jones. And, being eve 
on the inquisitive 
side, we decided that 


editorial research 
scouts could drum 


super special 
telephone type book 
spread on her. 
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Miss Jones is a party type, 
too. So it is not altogether im¬ 
possible that she wasn’t the 
lady of the song title. Our 
Miss Jones swings from after 
n(wn to the wee hours, and 
with the kind of equipment 
she totes around just naturd- 
ly, we wonder how the poor 
girl can ever manage to sneak 
in a few hours of sleep. 


Gentlemen, meet our Miss 
Jon^. And we’re certain that 
even famous tastes of the 
most famous ratpacksman 
must have had something like 
our Miss Jones in mind when 
he made the song so well 
known. 
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She does, however, because it’s sleep that 
puts her particular kind of sparkle in her eyes. 
But all is not partying for our Miss Jones. Be¬ 
tween noon and the cocktail hour, it’d take a 
squad of Pinkerton’s men to locate her, so 
busy is this lass filling the demands of Holly¬ 
wood’s top camera aces, stud^g acting, prac¬ 
ticing dancing, singing, fencing, and Karate. 
And with that last bit, the Karate, maybe 
you’d rather not meet Miss Jones. Not unless 
... But that’s up to her! 















by Fred Munson 


Melvin Pennyworth decided that something 
had to be done. Watching her walk by his desk several 
times a day was getting to be more than he could 
stand. If he could get just one date with her, maybe 
he could kind of get it out of his system and get 
his mind back on his work. But how does a little, 
plain looking man get .a date with a tall, gorgeous 
blonde who has said no to even the most handsome 
men in the place. 

Melvin rarely let himself get this far out of hand. 
His usually well planned, very organized life of course 
had its moments of good food, imbibing and lady 
friends, all of which at the proper times he enjoyed 
immensely. His twenty-eight years of being undersized 
and less than average in appearance had taught 
him that complete personal control was always 
absolutely essential. What he lacked in muscle, hair 
and stature he found he must compensate for with 
brains and careful planning. 

But here she comes again!.. .all personal control, 
all brains, all careful planning completely shot down 
for the moment. 

Oh, she was tall! Five-eight if she was an inch— 
and with measurements he wouldn’t let himself think 
about. When she was coming toward you, everything 
moved just right — or just wrong. And when she 
was going away from you, it was even better — or worse. 

The eyes of every man in the drafting department 
were upon her as she moved through the room 
with her head held haughtily, glancing neither 











IS ads that slur across our tele- 
re fun?” we sent our ace inter- 
\wl, bosomy bundle who part 













"I can’t speak for all blowies,'’ 
she said in the cozy privacy of her 
boudoir while our photographer 
snapped her getting ready for work. 
"And ! don't think I should really 
say anything for publication until 























amusement, Claire likes 




; just simply likes to be with men. Other hobbies? ) 
unless you count the picture gallery of men hang 
wall. We stopped counting after eighty-five-hundrs 









covered in the room, and her 
eyes were focused on some spot 
at least two feet above his head 
and several miles away. 

“I’m Melvin Pennyworth.” 

“So?” 

“Do you happen to have any 
eye drops in your desk?” He 
took his glasses off slowly and 
blinked several times, as he 
looked intently into her face. 
This usually worked, especially 
with tall girls. There was some¬ 
thing about his light gray eyes 
when he first took his glasses 
off. His eyes always looked so 
sad and tired that girls seemed 
.to want to pull his head to their 
bosoms and pat his cheek. 

“Why?” she said. 

There was no noticeable thaw. 

“I’m having a little trouble 
with my eyes.” He blinked sev- 

“So see an optometrist.” She 
whirled on her heel and left, 
taking with her everything at 
the moment that seemed worth 

“Nice try, Melvin,” one of the 
other fellows commented. 

Melvin didn’t answer; he pre¬ 
tended to be very busy on his 
drafting board. 

Well, the little boy act cer¬ 
tainly didn’t work. She must 
have about as much mother in¬ 
stinct as a female guppy that 


tries to catch and eat the baby 
fish as fast as she gives birth to 
them. This was going to take 
research and planning. Maybe 
she was a baseball fan or opera 
lover or something. 

His research was completed 
by one visit to see Rosie at the 
reception desk. Rosie, the little 
middle-aged, dark-haired recep¬ 
tionist, hears all, sees all, knows 
all. . . and tells everything. The 
story on Julia Baumgarden was 
very simple. She comes in the 

ing at exactly ten minutes to 
eight. Lives alone in a nice apart¬ 
ment. No hobbies. Won’t date 
any of the fellows at work. Wait¬ 
ing for just one thing.. .a man 

Money. Now that was really 
going to take planning. He de¬ 
cided he had better sleep on it. 

The next morning, he stopped 
at the .reception desk again. 

“Rosie, I want to leave a 
change of address with you. 
Starting tomorrow I’ll be living 
at my new address.” He handed 
her a slip of paper. 

“I’ll change the file right 
away, Mr. Pennyworth. Mr. 
Pennyworth! This says the pent¬ 
house of the Plaza Hotel!” 

“Sh — I know.” 

Her eyes were wide, and she 
brought her voice down to a 
whisper. “Did you come into a 
lot of money, Mr. Pennyworth?” 

Melvin glanced cautiously at 
the various people that were on 
their way in to work. “I’d rather 

“Oh, I won’t tell a soul, Mr. 
Pennyworth!” 

Melvin went right to his desk 
and tried to do some work. The 
tension was beginning to get to 
him and he was finding difficulty 
drawing even a straight line. 

The two times in the forenoon 
that the gorgeous big blonde 
came through the drafting room, 
she was as haughty and unsee¬ 


ing as ever. The afternoon was 
different. He caught her looking 
directly at him twice. Both times 
she glanced away quickly. She 
undoubtedly got the word from 
Rosie during the lunch period. 
Well, let her stew on it over¬ 
night. She had certainly had him 
stewing long enough. 

The next morning at fifteen 
minutes to eight, he drove 
slowly along the west side-en¬ 
trance in a sparkling, white, con¬ 
vertible Cadilac with the top 
down. Sure enough, there she 
was, walking along the sidewalk 
a short distance from the en¬ 
trance. As he pulled up abreast 
of her, he almost forgot what he 
was doing; but not quite. He 
intentionally drove the white 
Cadilac a little too close to the 
car ahead and then slammed on 
the brakes, causing the tires to 
screech. At the same time, he 
sounded a long blast on the horn. 

Out of the comer of his eye he 
saw her stop, her eyes open wide, 
saw her jaw drop. Without even 
as much as a glance at her, he 
continued on to the parking lot. 

During the day, he kept his 
eyes very busy on his work the 
several times she passed his 
desk. Late in the afternoon he 
stopped her. 

“Julia.” 

“Yes?” Almost a symphonic 
masterpiece with the single word. 

He slowly removed his glasses 
and blinked several times. “My 
eyes again.” 

“It’s almost quitting time,” she 
whispered. “I have some excel¬ 
lent eye drops at my apartment. 
I’ll meet you at the parking lot.” 
The tender way she was looking 
at him would have melted the 
hardest of hearts; then she 
whirled and ran. 

“What did she say, Melvin? 
What did she say?” All the fel¬ 
lows clustered around him. 

“She said she had some eye 
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Admittedly t>is :r. a complete 
switcher for the gals who shed their 
togs for the admiration of our read¬ 
ers. tjut Lottie, who has a lot to say 
about the matter, puts It this way.- 
“Why that rrvovje-making bit Is an 
awful lot of hard work. Those poor 
little gals have to get up at (shud¬ 
der!) six in the morning. Some¬ 
times that just happens to be the 
time I make it to my sack.” 












FflmogotSr howevBT, have othef plans. Right now 
in one of the lesser dream factories, a busy producer 
is polishing off his tasty contract sweets, trying to 
come up with the best combinatiDn of inducements 
that will taring Lottie's combination of charm (38-24- 
:K of it) to the si Iverscreen. 

"Modeiing is a lot more fun" Lottie says in those 
duclet tones that send (juakes ali the way back to 
Alaska in the mate population. "AH I have to dais do 
what comes naturally in the au nature/.'* And few gats 
can do it as pravocatively as Lottie. 

















But with a nod of the great Bard 
Shakespeare, we might suspect 
that Lottie "doth protest too 
much," because there’s nothing 
quite so fascinating to a movie pro¬ 
ducer as a gai who doesn’t want 
any part of him. 

Giri-watchers’ concensus; Lottie 
in Cinemascope! 
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BEATING 
the high 
cost of SEX 

Presenting a budget plan for 
lean-pursed lotharios! 

By Lon Viser 


As the song says, love may be a moment's 
madness, ecstasy or pain, but one thing that 
it certainiy is is expensive. Now most might 
think it a little crass to mention economics 
and amour in the same breath uniess one is 
taiking about the piay for pay girls. And no 
doubt it is a bit gauche. Nevertheiess, under¬ 
standing the not-so-weaithy man about women, 
we have done some editoriai research on the 
subject and we’ii just iet the gaucheries fail 
where they may. 

The course of true love, economics aside for 
a moment, is hardly as rough as the poets 
make it out to be. This is especially so in the 
libido of the modern man. The object of true 
love (whatever that is) is, for the most part, 
so damned remote that we can ignore it en¬ 
tirely here. But a love, with the emphasis on 
the indefinite article, is very healthy male’s 
goal whenever he sees, talks to, dates, or works 
with an attractive female. In short, there hardly 
breathes a man with libido so dead who never 
to himself has said: I wouldn’t take her to bed! 



Continued on Page 54 






It's not often that the editors and photog¬ 
raphers get into a hassle of any kind. Most of 
the time, they work together in the business of 
bringing our readers the most provocative and 
beautiful girls that can be found in the land. 
And pleasanter work is damned hard to come 
by, we hear. 













II S Not Only Whal’s 
Op Front Thai Ms! 
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Leave him to his camera 
chores unsupervised and he’ll 
fill the entire magazine with 
those alluring, full, upthrust 
appendages that have made 
sweaters and Maidenfoim 
famous. 
























Nevertheless, arguments do 
crop up, tempers flare, and 
angry voices are heard in the 
land of paper dolls. Oh, to be 
sure, it is never over one of the 
girls. It usually involves the 
hardnosed chief editor’s love 
of legs, girl’s long, tapering, 
female, feminine, womanly 
legs, or gams if you prefer. 
Our chief photog, on the other 
hand, is strictly a breast man. 
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cost 
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SEX 

Continued from Page 

Now that it’s firmly established 
that every man wants to bed the 
girl nearest him at almost any giv¬ 
en moment, we’ll venture into 
some of our research findings 
among a group of unemployed art- 

all of whom have this single qual¬ 
ity in common; They never lack 
for bedtime companionship. Be¬ 
longing to a somewhat stuffy ur- 


Generally speaking, our dead¬ 
beat Romeos all had somewhat the 
same approach to the problem. In 
the course of the interviews, we 
found that almost to a man these 
cats followed three rules: the right 
girl, the right places, and finally 
right into bed. 

Taking the formula, if we may 
call it that, from the first “right,” 
we probed into some of the aspects 
that our friends looked for in de¬ 
termining just which girl or type 
of girl is the right girl. Corny and 
patently obvious as it sounds, this 
is what we learned. The right girl, 
speaking now of the ideal setup, is 
a very wealthy girl, especially the 
newly wealthy girl. 

Corny and obvious we said sim¬ 
ply b&ause a girl who is newly 
come into money likes to throw it 
around. ’Nuff said. That of course 
is the i<}eal type of wench, and, un¬ 
fortunately, there is not such a 
helluva big brood of them hanging 
around. Our interviewees admit 
this. Fortunately, we found out, 
there are other girls who fall into 
the “right” category also. These 
include successful career girls, 
slightly older women, widows, and 
divorcees. 

Those other “right” girls are 
not necessarily listed in order of 
preference, but we’ll mention ’em 
that way. The successful carter 
girl, and here the key word is suc¬ 
cessful, has much to offer the Don 
Juan without portfolio or bread. 


Being in high competition with 
men every workday of her life, she 
has developed some of our atti¬ 
tudes. To wit: sex is a damned 
necessary thing. Furthermore, and 
again appealing to that hidden 
drive that makes her want to com¬ 
pete with men in the first place, 
she will sometimes be affronted if 
you don’t let her become a little 
aggressive. 


There has been so much written 
about “older” women and young 
guys that we hardly need to go 
into it here, except to reiterate 
what every young man about wo¬ 
men should have long since learn¬ 
ed. By slightly older women, we 
don’t necessarily mean Harry 
Truman’s mother. In the cultism 
of youth that afflicts the United 
States, any girl over thirty falls 
into that category. And that, gen¬ 
tlemen, is one of the spiciest cate¬ 
gories of them all, offering exper¬ 
ience, gratitude, and wisdom 
enough to keep herself from ex¬ 
panding the population. And just 
to cinch the argument, consider 
the likes of Dietrich, a grand¬ 
mother, or Rita Hayworth, the 
mother of a nineteen-year-old 
daughter! 

Widows and divorcees, although 
usually spoken of together for one 
simple reason, should be discussed 
separately. The former can also 
belong to the older woman cate¬ 
gory, while generally speaking, di¬ 
vorcees are a bit younger. Widows 
have a slight edge, incidentally, 

ful lot of them have been left be- 
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Stephen Eng 


TWO FOOTFALLS 

Two footfalls, where there used to be four down that hall. 

Frank unlocked the apartment, and once inside crossed to the kitchen. 
He warmed up the last of a steak, deciding that he could learn to cook for 
himself. He used the table nearby: not since Friday had anyone been at 
the small mahogany one in the living room, not since Friday. As he ate he 
considered that part of learning to live alone is learning to eat slowly. 

He dumped the dishes in the sink, and walked into the living room. The 
two-bedroom apartment was more than one man needed, it was plain to 
see. He would move, selling the furniture because though it was fine taste 
she had picked it out. 

Continued on Page 78 












If it's true what th^y say in the old spjMfhat a pmtty 
girl is like a melody, th)9ii^ur devastating 

Connie Clef is certainly^o«^ncerto. 

No mere appelatip^i^f vretty could quite describe 
or do justice to this full ok^tral work of nature. Af^ 
all, Connie just has that^ttl^^ more that irTql^s 
everywhere want to sin|^(^raises, blow the^rHdtos, 
and try like hell to forri!^ 


CONCERTO 
FOR CONNIE! 
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